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FOREWORD. 

npHE  object  of  these  verses  is  to 
show  how  little  change  is  needed  in 
the  lines  of  Omar  Khayyam  (written 
some  800  years  ago)  to  make  them 
fit  the  events  of  the  present  day^ 
The  Author  has,  however,  yielded 
to  the  temptation  of  parody,  and 
has  imitated  the  original  lines  as 
closely  as  possible  ;  consequently,  the 
verses  which  follow  are  not  intended 
to  be  an  accurate  description  of  any 
character  in  real  life. 


"Wake  !    For   the   Sun,   who 

scattered   into  flight 

The   Stars   before   him   from 

the   Field   of   Night, 

Drives   Night   along   with   them 
from  Heaven,  and  strikes 

The   CIock-tower*s   summit 

with   a   shaft   of  Light* 

Before  the  phantom   of  False 

Morning   di^d, 

Methought  a  Voice  upon 

the  Terrace  cried, 

*^When   the  new  Session   is 

prepared   within, 

"Why   lags  the  newly-made 

MP.   outside?^ 
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And,  as  the  Cock   crew,  those 

who   stood   before 

The  entrance  shouted — **Open 

then   the   door! 

You   know   how   littjfe  while 

we   have  to   stay. 

And,   once  defeated,   may 

return   no  more/^ 


IV. 

Now  the  New   Session  waking 

old   Desires, 

The  thoughtful  Soul  to 

Solitude  retires, 

And   ponders  on  the   Budget 

soon   to   come, 

And,  if   he's  rich,  with 

nervousness  perspires* 
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Harcotjrt  indeed  is   gone  with 

all  his  prose^ 

And  Gladstone's  voice  the   House 

no   longer   knows  ^ 

Bttt   what   adventurers   hold 

their   place   to-day  I 

No   hesitating   fear  their 

progress   slows  I 

VI. 

And   David's   lips   aren't  lockt ; 

but   in   divine^ 

High-piping   Celtic   tones,  with 

**  Lime !  Lime !  Lime  I 

Real  Limehouse  ! "  tyrants  of 

the   Land  upbraids,. 

Yet   fails   their   unblushing 

cheeks  to  incarnadine* 
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VJL 

Come,  fill    the  cup,  and  in  the 

fire   of   spring 

Th'  election-garment   of 

Repentance  fling: 

The  Bird   of  Time   has 

but   a  little  way 

To  flutter — and  your   salary  's 

on   the   wing* 

VIIL 

"Whether   at  Westminster,  or 

e*en   at  home, 

You  never   rest,  but  whole 

Recesses  roam 

Constituencies  weary  of 

your   voice — 

Remember  that   unsalaried  days 

may  come ! 
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DL 

Each   speech  ten   thousand    votes 

brings  me,   you  say; 

Yes,  but   where   leaves  the 

votes  of  yesterday? 

And   this   first  summer   month 

that   brings   the  rose 

Altrincham  and  Newmarket 

shall  take   away* 

X* 

Well,  let  it  take  them!    What 

have  I  to  do 

With  Kebty-FIetcher   and   his 

godless  crew  ? 

Let  Ure    and  Winston   bluster 

as  they   will, 

Or   Asquith   chide   his   party — 

heed  not   you* 
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XL 

"With  me  along   the   strip   of 

herbage  strown 

That  just   diYidzs  the   golf-links 

from   the   sown, 

Where  name  of  woman 

suffrage  is  forgot — 

(And   Peace  to   Pankhurst   into 

prison   thrown !) 

xn* 

— The  Stock   Exchange  Quotations 
'neath  the   bough, 

A  jug  of  wine,  a   loaf  of 

bread — and   Thou 

Beside   me,  Godfrey,  in 

the  Wilderness — 

Oh,  Wilderness  were 

Paradise  enow  I 


lO 
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xnL 

Some  for  the   glories  of  this 

world;  and  some 

Sigh  for  the  profits  that   are 

yet  to  come? 

/  take  the  cash,  and   let 

the  credit   go, 

Nor  heed  the  rumble   of  a 

distant  drum! 

XIV- 

Look   at  the   hen-roosts  rottnd 

about   us — L,Of 

Laughing   I  say   unto  their 

owners,  **Go, 

At   once   the   silken   tassel 

of   your   purse 

Tcsitf  and  its  contents  to  the 

Exchequer  throw/* 


II 
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XV. 

And  those  who  husbanded  the 

golden   grain, 

Pve  made  them   fling  it  to  the 

winds  like  rain; 

Fm   not   the   sort  that  when 

to  earth   Fm  turn'd 

And   buried,   men  will  want 

6\ig   up  again* 

XVI* 

The  worldly   hope  men   set 

their   hearts   upon 

Turns   ashes  — if   it   prospers, 

and   anon, 

I  see  it   and  impose  a  tax — 

Ah,  well! 

They  loved   it   for   an   hour, 

and  now — 'tis  gone  ! 
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xvn. 

Thinkt  where  we   Politicians 

gaily   play 

And  squander  all  the  night  and 

half  the  day^ 

How  Speaker   after  Speaker 

with   his   pomp 

Abode  his  destined   hour,   and 

went  his   way* 

xvm. 

They   say  that  Birrell  and 

McKenna   keep 

The  bench  were  Gladstone  gloried 
— and   was  deep: 

And   "Winston,  with   his   Navy, 
—the  Wild  Ass! 

He  makes  me  nervous  and 

disturbs  my   sleep* 
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XDL 

I  sometimes  think  that   never 

glows  so  fed 

The  j^old   as   when   some   wealthy- 
landlord   *s  bled ; 

That  every   halfpenny  the 

Tyrant   has 

Were  better  in  the  Exchequer's 

grasp   instead^ 

And   this   refreshing  fruit,   for 

those  who're   green, 

Forms   a   sustaining   prop   on 

which   to   lean. 

Ah,  lean   upon   it   lightly! 

Truth   to   tell, 

It's  rotten,  and  it's  sui-e  to 

let   you   in ! 


H 
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XXL 

Ah,  well!     How  thoroughly   my 

Godfrey  clears 

TO-DAY  of  past  Regrets  and 

future  Fears; 

To-morrovi  J — why   To-morrow 

I  may   be 

Myself  with   yesterday's   sev'n 

thousand   years* 

xxn. 

And   One  we  loved,  of  pals 

the  very   best. 

Fearing   he  might  with   questions 

rude   be  prest. 

Has  vanishM,   and   in  far 

off  Bogota 

His  nervous   system   takes  much 

needed   rest. 
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xxm. 

And  we  that   now   make   merry 

in   the   room 

He  left,  are   hoping   still  in 

some  new   boom 

To   make  unheard   of  riches 

for   ourselves — 

Ourselves  ?     Of   course  ! — If  not 

ourselves — for  whom  ? 


XXIV. 

Ah,   make  the  most   of  what   we 

yet   may  spend, 

Before  we  too  into  the   Dust 

descend : 

Dust   into   Dust,   and   under 

Dust   to   lie, 

Sans  votes,  sans  place,   sans  money, 
and — sans  end. 


i6 
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XXV, 

Myself  when   yoang  did 

eagerly   frequent 

A  lawyer's  office,  arduously   bent 

On   growing   rich,   but  after 

each  day's  toil 

Came  out   no  richer  than  when 

in   I  went. 


XXVI, 

In  toil  the  seed  of   riches  did 

I  sow, 

And   with   mine   own   hand 

wrought  to  make  it  grow; 

And   this  was  all   the   harvest 

that   I  reaped — 

I  had   to   let   my   wretched 

practice   go ! 
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xxvn. 

Then   with   miraculous   luck 

I  found  a  place 

In   Parl'ment,  and   I  prospered 

in   the  race  I 

I  was  their   master^  ere  they*d 

time   to   know 

What   metal  I  was  made  of — 

true  or   base* 


xxvm* 

What,   without   asking   hither 

hurried    Whence  ? 

A   v/retched   Public    Whither 

hurried   hence  ? 

Oh,   many   a   mile  the  stream 

of  Time  must   flow 

To   drov/n   the   memory  of   my 

impudence ! 


i8 
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XXDL 

Up   from   mere   nothing,   through 

Ambition's   gate 

I   rose,   till   on   the   highest   seat 

I  sate; 

And   many   a   knot  tinraveFd 

by  the  road, 

Ere  I   became  the   master   of 

my  Fate* 

XXX. 

There  was  a   door  to   which  I 

found   no   key; 

There   was  a   veil   through   which 

I  could  not  £22; 

My  salary  was  safe,   and, 

after   that, 

A  pension — Yes,   but   not   enough 

for  me! 
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XXXL 

And   has  not   such    a   story 

from   of   old 

Down   man's  successive    genera- 
tions roll'dt 

Of  one  who'd   been   com- 
paratively  poor, 

Dissatisfied   unless   with   wealth 

untold  ? 

*  «  «  « 

xxxn. 

You   know,   my   friends,  with 

what   a   brave  carouse 

I  made   a   second  marriage 

in   my  house; 

I  drove  old   barren  Reason 

from  my  board. 

And   took   a   little   gambling 

sprite  to  spouse* 
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xxxnL 

I   always   thought   the   dwiness 

simply   vile 

Of   Budgets   framed   in   true 

Gladstonian  style; 

And   of   the   principles   of 

business  I 

"Was   never   deep   in   anything 

but— guile*. 


XXXIV- 

Ah!   but   my   computations, 

people  say. 

Filled   business   men   with   envious 

wonder  ? — Nay, 

The   fools   described   my  know- 
ledge  of   finance, 

*^  Unborn   to-morrow,   and   dead 

yesterday !  '*" 
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XXXV, 

And   lately,   by  a   certain 

door  a^gSipCf 

Came  shining  through  the   dusk 

an   Angel  shape; 

He  touched   me  fondly  on 

the  shoulder,  and 

He  bid   me  taste   his  joy. 

Oh ! !— Speculate ! 

XXXVI, 

^^The   game  that  can   with 

Logic  absolute 

Even   your   Little  Bethel  Sect 

confute ; 

The  sovereign — Alchemist — 

can   in   a  trice 

The  deadliest   sinner  into 

saint   transmute,'' 
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xxxvn. 

HTwas  Pride  of  Israel    (soon   to 

be   a   Iord)t 

That   all  the  misbelieving  and 

black   horde 

Of  pestering   Tories   that 

infest   my  soul 

Scatters   before  him  with 

insidiows  word: 


xxx^/nL 

^^Why,   be  this   game  the   gift 

of  God,  who  dare 

Blaspheme  all  speculation   as 

a   snare  ? 

A  blessing,  we  should  use  it, 

should  we  not? 

And   if  a  curse — "Why,  then, 

who   set   it  there  ?^ 
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XXXIX. 

I  must   abjure   that 

Balm   of   Life,   I   musty 

Seated   by   some  After- 
reckoning   ta'en   on   trust. 

Or   lured   with   hope   of   one 

yet   higher   place 

When   Asquith's   tired   or 

crumbled   into   Dust*. 

XL* 

Oh   threats  of   Hell   and 

hopes  of   Paradise  I 

One  thing   at   least   is  certain — 

This  life  flies; 

One  thing   h  certain   and 

the   rest   is   lies, 

A   **spec^*  that's   once  found 

out   for   ever   dies* 
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XLL 

Strange,  is  it   not?     That 

of  the  myriads  who 

Before  us  passed  the  Door 

of   Fortune   through, 

Not   one  returns  to  tell 

us  of  the  Road, 

Which,   to   gain   riches, 

we   must   travel  too. 


XLIL 

The    revelations    of    Financiers 

learn'd 

Who  rose   before   us   and 

their  profits  earned 

Are   all   but   stories, 

which   awoke   from   sleep 

They   told  their   comrades, 

and  to  sleep  returned.. 


25 


Ruhdiy  at 

XLEI. 

I  sent   my  Soul  through 

the   Invisible^ 

The    nature    of    my    After-life 

to    tell: 

And   by   and   by   my    Soul 

the   answer   brought, 

^Riches  or   Poverty   make 

my   Heaven   or   Hell/' 

XLIV* 

Heaven   but   the   vision   of 

fulfilled  desire, 

And  Hell  the  Shadow   from 

a  Soul  on   fire. 

Cased  in   a   man 

comparatively  poor, 

Who   must  grow  rich   before 

he  can  retire* 
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XLV* 

Ah,  with   much   gold  my 

fading   life  provide, 

And  wrap   my  body   whence 

the  life  has  6ie6 

In   Five   Pound   Notes  and 

copies  of   Form  IV., 

By   some  not   unfrequented 

hen-roost's  side^ 


XLVI. 

That  e'en   my   h\itiz6.  ashes 

such   a  snare 

Of  money   shall  fling  up 

into  the  air 

As   not   a   born   adventurer 

passing   by 

But  shall  be  led  to   gamble 

unaware* 
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XLVIL 

Indeed  the  idols  I  have 

loved   so   long: 

Have   done   my   credit   in   this 

world  much  wrong  ;^ 

Have   drowned    my   glory   in 

a   muddy   pond 

And    sold    my    reputation 

for    a    song, 

XLVIIL 

Indeed,    indeed,    repentance 

oft     before 

I  swore — but   was  I  sober 

when   I  swore? 

A   luncheon   at   the 

National   Liberal   Club 

My    thread-bare    penitence 

apieces    tore* 
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XLK. 

And   much  as   gain   has 

playM  the  Infidel^ 

And  robb'd  me  of   my 

Robe  of   Honour — well, 

I  wonder  often   what 

my   Godfrey   bought 

So  precious  as  the  Shares 

he  had  to  selL 


Yet   Ah,  that   all  should 

vanish   when   arose 

Those   awkward   questions; 

how   I  longed  to  close 

The  mouths  of  those  who 

asked  them,  one  and   all ! 

Ah,  v;-hen   shall  come  such 

chance   again,   who   knows! 


29 
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LL 

Satan   himself  might   of 

some  sure  thing   yield 

One   glimpse — if  dimly, 

yet   indeed,  revealed; 

How   quickly   would   I 

borrow   all  the   cash. 

How   quickly   get   the   Transfers 

signed   and   sealed! 

LIL 

Rufus,  could   you  and 

I  with   him  conspire 

To  grasp  this  sorry 

scheme  of   things  entire, 

Would   not  we  shatter 

it   to    bits — and   then 

Remould  it  neai'er   to 

our  Heart's  Desire ! 
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Lin. 

Yon   rising:   men — in   politics 

for   gain — 

How  oft   hereafter   will  they 

wax  and  wane ! 

How   oft   hereafter   rising 

look   for   us 

Through   this  same  Lobby — 

and   for   om   in   vain ! 


LIV. 

And   if,   New   Member,   you 

would   all   surpass 

Among   the   men   who   seem 

to  live  on   gas; 

Be   mindful   of   one   little, 

simple   word 

Which  held   my  whole 

philosophy,   just—**  Brass !  ^* 
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